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Stetz Adds Style
On stepping into one of his classes Douglas
Stetz might seem somewhat intimidating.
He manages to instruct the students on an
individual basis while maintaining control
over the entire room, and from the chaos of
unfinished costumes, material and supplies
an organization appears. His standards
might be called demanding, or even
exacting by some, but he works hard and
expects nothing less from his students. "The
key," he comments, "is to work and to work
quickly." And in a world wbich already
moves at an accelerated pace theater is no
exception.
Stetz has been actively involved in eleven
productions staged by the- drama department since he came to Jacksonville two and
a half years ago. He designs sets in addition
to his working on the costumes.
Like men of every profession, he finds that
there are often days when he is dissatisfied,
but the marvelous costumes he and his
students put on the stage speaks for
themselves. He speaks with visible pride
about costumes in Hedda Gabler and
Shenandoah.

One of the most difficult things for a
theater technician is the time factor. Th~
hours are erratic, and because there is no
nine to five work schedule, it is hard to live a
"normal life."
Surprisingly, going to the theater isn't one
of his favorite pastimes. "I think," Stetz
confesses, "because I live in one, I'd much
rather be at a chamber concert." He does,
however, stress the value of seeing other
productions. "Unless you view things you
never get better. In this business, one
becomes immune to things; it's exciting to
see something ancf not know how it was
done. Everything is transient in theater;
that's why it's so special."
Stetz working on a costume for
Gianni Schicci

Photo by MR. LOVETT
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Stetz received a Bachelor's degree in
music education from Northern Michigan

University and a Master's of fine arts in
costume design from the University of
Georgia. When asked about the switch, he
said that he believed there was always an
inspiration for such decisions, "Somehow
so~ebody just talks you into things."
His resume thus far is rather impressive.
In addition to his work wj.th the school, he

has worked on outdoor dramas in Kentucky
and Texas, been a cutter for productions in
the Alabama Shakespeare Festival, and
worked on costumes for 20th Century Fox
and Universial Studios. This year, Stetz will
be the assistant to the head of wardrobe at
Spoleto USA 84, a well known arts festival
held annually in Charleston, S. C.
Equus is his favorite play, although he
does not have a favorite among those on
which he has worked. "The last play is
always the favorite, or least favorite," he
says, "because after a while all the tiredness and pain disappear. It all gets lost in
the middle." Even the elegant costumes
loose their importance after a performance.
"They mean nothing unless they are in a
show,'' Stetz explains as he points to the
closet full of "meaningless rags."

There is a definite small town charm to
Jacksonville which is evident in Stetz'
cottage~ike house with the big pecan tree in
the yard. But sometimes this can be
frustrating too. Jacksonville is far away
from the mainstream of theater. Many
times it becomes hard to generate enough
interest in the arts, and it is difficult to fill
houses. "It's gotten better, but it needs to
_grow even more," he says.
"I work outside the university system
because I love it," Stetz explains, "and
because it helps me to grow as an artisan."
Then, he applies what he has learned to his
teaching. Yes, Stetz says, he does plan to
continue his work in theater," at least until I
find something I like better."

••••••••••••
PERTELOTE (pronounced Per-ta-lo-ta)
is JSU's literary arts publication. If you are
interested in joininB the staff or submittinB
essays, poetry, or fiction, contact Michelle
Basham at ext. 240 or Dr. GeorBe Richards
at ext. 412, or drop your submissions by
room. 102, TMB. Publication will be at the
discretion of the editorial board.
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Office
Gossipers
By SHERYL GREEN

Monday morning and ten minutes before I have to punch
that dreaded ironclad time clock. Better use the bathroom,
I thought to myself, rushing into the cramped four stall
facility. Sitting in the last booth I heard the door squeak and
voices so familiar.

.. ,a,
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Ruby: "You did hear that Rick Allen got fired Friday?"
Gladys: "No ... why?" she inquired curiously.
Ruby: "Rumor is he had a drinking problem. He always
smelled like a walking brewery."
Gladys: "Uh huh ... everytime I saw him his face looked
wind oorned. Probably from a hangover_."

Ruby : "He'd only been here for about a year."
Gladys: "Yeah . .. I remember when he came. He
replaced John Craig when he retired."
Ruby: "That's sad ... hehasfivekids."
Gladys: "He'll have a hard time finding another job
around here."
Ruby: ''I think he got two months severance pay.''
Gladys: "Maybe so, but that won't go far."
Ruby: "No ... not anymore."
Gladys: "I wonder if he'd been caught drinking at
work?"
Ruby: "Personally ... I don't think he was fired because
of his drinking."
My body felt like it was on fire and my hands were wet
with sweat, I couldn't move. I sat there like a mummy with
my feet braced against the door hoping they wouldn't
realize I was there.
Gladys: "Why do you say that?"
Ruby: "Well ... he'd been seen out in the mill several
times with that Simpson woman."
Gladys: "That's hard to believe."
Ruby: "He even came back in the office with
cliJ$ngto his clothes."

cotton

Gladys: "Nothing strange about that. He had to make
inspections daily in the Twisting Department."
Ruby: "Maybe so ·... but from what I hear he was inspecting her."
Gladys: ''What does she look like? I don't think I know
her."
Ruby: "Sure you do ... she's the one with the bleached
blonde hair. She wears her clothes so tight you'd think that
she was melted and poured into them. She thinks she's
Racquel Welch."
Gladys: "Yeah ... I know her . .. the chesty one.''
Finally I heard their voices begin io fade, they were
leaving now that I was late for work. I hurriedly washed my
hands and dried them· as I pushed the door open with my
back side. As I turned around I was greeted, "Good Morning, Miss Simpson."
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Addie's observant trance was broken by the voice of her
best friend, Jean.
"Hey Addie!" Yelled Jean as she parked her yellow
sports car. "Did you study for the English test?"
"No ... I didn't have time," Addie lied. She had time,
maybe too much time.
Jean reached inside her purse and pulled out two pieces of
speriment gum. She handed Addie a piece and put one in
her mouth.
"What's the matter with you? Lately you seem to be in a
daze;'' Jean reached inside her purse and pulled out a
mirror and began to apply a gaudy red lipstick. Addie's
eyes gazed at Jean's pocket mirror.
"Addie! Did you hear me? God don't you ever listen?"
"Huh?" Addie mwnbled.
"Never mind. I've got to go work on a book report. Are we
going shopping after school?"
"I don't know."
"When you make up your mind just let m~ know."
Although Addie liked English, today she dreaded going to
that class. When she walked she "felt as though she did not
exist to her peers. When she sat down at her desk the bell
signaled the beginning of class.
"Good morning, class. Please clear your desk and take
,out a blue ink pen. I'm sure everyone remembers the
Literature test we have to take today."

Mrs. Sisson passed out the test to everyone. When Addie
received hers there was a note attached to it asking her to
see the teacher when class was over. The test consisted of
an essay question about Robert Frost. The question was to
quote one of Frost's poems and explain the meaning. Addie
chose her favorite poem, "Nothing Gold Can Stay."
After class Addie stayed to talk to her teacher. Mrs.
Sisson told Addie, bluntly, that she was failing her class and
that she would have to send a progress report home. Addie
agreed to try harder and to improve her uncaring attitude.
But when Addie walked out the door of her English class
she knew that her attitude and her grades were beyond
help. It didn't even matter anymore. Pretty soon nothing
more will matter.
Since the conference with Mrs. Sisson lasted late into her
second period class Addie decided to cut the rest of her
classes and take a walk.
The autumn breeze blew her hair and felt like a warm
kiss on her cheek. The breeze seemed to invite her to a place
wbere only her soul would be released to blow with it.
Breezes and voices dominated her while at the same time
invited her to join them.
Photo by AMY BLISS MASON

Mirrors
,

By SALLY HUDSON

As Addie gazed into the bathroom mirror she began to
hear voices. Not voices of distress or any emotion at all, just
voices. The voices knew her name and the voices knew that
she was sixteen years old.

"Addie, hurry up. Your breakfast is getting cold."
"Just a minute, mom."
Her mother's voice broke the spell of the voices, just as it
had done many times before. Addie quickly brushed her
tawny hair and pulled on her tight Levis. And _just before
she left the bathroom, she looked into the mirror to check
her appearance.
Entering the kitchen, Addie kissed her mother and
grabbed a piece of toast and a glass of orange juice.
"Mom, can I drive the car to school today?"

4

"No, not today. I promised Mrs. Hannah I would go
shopping and out to lunch with·her today. Maybe you can
?\ave it Friday."

Addie remembered her mother had gone shopping and
her dad was at work that meant the house was empty. Addie
quickened her pace and within minutes she was in her
house. She raced upstairs, opened up the bathroom door
and faced the mirror.
She heard the voices for the last time.

"_Oh, never mind, I'll walk to school today and Friday."
Stomping out of the kitchen, Addie pulled o~ her wind
treaker and grabbed her books off of the hall table. Just as
she was walking out the door she peered over her shoulder
to look at herself in the hallway mirror. This time the voices
were laughing at her, mocking her.
"Addie! There you go again, staring at yourself in the
mirroc. You better hurry up or you'll be late for school!"
"I'm gomg," Addie screamed as she slammed the front
door behind her.
Lately, walking to school had become a ritual in Addie's
life. A ritual in which she was the only participant. As she
walked past white-washed picket fences she noticed the
paint was chipping and its color was turning gray. The
early morning autumn breeze blew the once green leaves
off ~e oak tree in Mr. Mort's yard. With each step Addie
took the dried leaves crumbled underneath her feet. Behind
her the breeze lifted the crumbled pieces of leaves and
returned them to the earth.

Photo by LINDA KING
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The Real Thing

My biggest fear had been boredom. It would be boring
eventually, the same person. The same likes and dislikes
she would always have. The same likes and dislikes I had
about her. It had been confusing.

ByROBRO~ON

Nothing had changed, not really. I thought it would. These
were all such small things. The way she adored sport cars.
~e talked about them constanUy while we were dating.
We'd be cruising the freeway and she's say, 'What model is
that?' I'd look over. It would be a Porsche and I would
guess. I didn't let her know I'd guessed. She always
believed me. Janet still talked about sport cars. But I've
discounted it, just as I did them. Her dad was an engineer in
Detroit. She liked sport cars. Big deal.

"How are you feeling?" I didn't want an 'I'm fine.' I
wanted a true answer. I wanted 'I'm feeling terrible. I'm
going crazy without you.'
"I'm fine."
"I talked to the doctor."
"So?"
"You're not fine. You're ... not fine. You're sick and I'm
miles away with no way to get there!"
" I'll make it."
"I want to be there.''
" You could if you'd just call Dad and . . . "
"I won't call your dad. 'Hey pops how 'bout a few bucks
for the winner your daughter married."
" He doesn't feel that way. He likes you. He always has."
"I know. I know," I did know. I knew this was frustrating.
My wife was sick and I was too damn broke to see her. Ask
Frank for the money. Sell the car, it would quit any day
now. Sell my guitar. It was useless.
Marriage had been what I expected. No it hadn't. It was
just weird. Knowing someone so well, yet you really don't
know them. You never really know them. You understand
~em. I understood Janet. She was the only real thing in my

life.
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Why did that bother me? I liked sport cars too. It was an
obsession with her. I was obsessed with her. Love conquers
all. Love conquers me.
I did understand her. The way she kept the apartment
neat. The way she always smelled clean. To me that was no
smell at all. She never wore perfume. How did she know
that? Had I told her? I hoped not. The chemistry is there.
It had been five months now since I had been fired in
Fresno. One year since San Francisco. A year and a half
since I was blamed for a goof-up in South L . A. Damn. I was
tired of'this. Getting blamed. Scapegoat. Soon Janet would
blame me too.
Janet had gotten sick while visiting her dad. She had the
flu and that was all. I hoped. But now my five months of
nothingness had caught up with me. I had one chance.
"Hello?" the voice was feminine, young. It soundea
carefree.
"Yeah, is Mike there?"
"Yep.''
"Well ... can I talk to him?" I said.

"Just a minute," she leaves the phone, finally.
"Hello?"
"Mike, how's it goin'?"
"Great!"
"Yeah .. . well this is Clinton."
"Clifford?"
"No. Clinton ... Clinton James.''
"Yeah, yeah Clinton."
"So ... uh, have you got the tapes?".
"No, I'm talkin'- to the guy."
"What guy?"
·
"From Burbank.''
"So who's this son of a bitch?"
"Calm down man," he sniggers.
"Well, when will he have the tapes?"
" Soon, man, soon. We may have a first run on our hands."
A first run. That's what I felt like. Amateur, virgin,
green, but that 's the price I pay, to get what I need. A first
· run ... maybe it was the new Star Wars flick and I would
have something everybody wanted. The real thing.
After the talk with Mike, I drifted down to Vinces. Mike ..
what an idiot. He was an idiot wasn't he? His teeny-bop
girlfriend who skated outside his apartment and came
inside only to put on suntan oil, smoke a joint, or make
waves on Mike's waterbed.
I bought a fifth of vodka at Vinces. Bought a gallon of
orange juice. Poured half the orange juice at the beach and
mixed it all up.
Out on the beach, I walked. I thought about borrowing
money from Janet's dad. I thought about video tapes. I
thought about Janet, the drives on the freeway, and the real
thing.

5

Spring Concert
Series Success£ul
F1ew to the Point of Sunrise by Jean Berger;
The A Cappella Choir performed three
Who is She that Ascendeth by Healey
shows (April 16-18) during their 1984 Spring
Willan; and the chorale motet, Nun Danke
Concert Series. The first performance was
Alie Gott by Johan Pachelbel, accompanied
in the Performance Center of Mason Hall.
by a brass quartet, concluded the first half
The First United Methodist Church in Anof the concert.
niston hosted the second show. (The church
is accoustically ideal for an A Cappella
After a brief intermission a new comchoir, and choir members look forward to
positi?n
for male voices, I Remember, was
singing there). The final performance was
prermered. The piece was conducted by its
in Gadsden at Dwight Baptist Church.
The program was divided into two halves. composer, Renee Silas, a senior Music
The first half was performed in traditional Educ~tion major from McCaysville,
choir robes. This "sacred half" was devoted Georgia. Following was Bugle Song for
to music of a more serious nature. Included fema~e voices and two trumpets by &yne
in the second half was music of a lighter, ~bbms; Go From Me, a setting of an
more entertaining and appealing nature, Elizabeth Barrett Browning sonnet by Gwen
and the choir members wore formal attire. Hest~r who is a former member and past
The program began with Jubilate Deo by president of the A CappellaChoir; Tambur,
Giovanni Gabrieli, sung antiphonally and an old Hungarian dancing song; and finally
accompanied by two brass ensembles, To Saint Cecilia by Norman Delio Toio
'
Welcome here, a shaker song; Afton Water, accompanied by a brass ensemble.
a Scottish folksong setting of the Robert
The entire program was conducted in a
Burns poem; Soon One Mornin' Death
professional
manner, and the time that Mr.
Comes Creepin', an American spiritual; HI
Dobbins and the choir members put into it
were obvious. The musical accompaniment
Left:
Condu<:tor Bayne Dobbins
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complimented the voices and added to the
overall beauty of the show.

week. For all his work and dedication the
student receives one hour's credit iuid extreme satisfaction.

The choir is, comments Conductor Bayne
Dobbins, with noticeable pride, '6a selfperpetuating tradition marked by continued

excellence in performance.
( Performances of the A Cappella Choir
are free and open to the public.)

The first selection was performed with the
choir split, enveloping the audience in its
song. The shaker song Welcome Here was
cheerful and uplifting. Renee Silas' piece
was particularly beautiful. It was performed immediately following intermission
so only the men, in their tuxedoes, were on
stage. Miss Silas deserved the lengthy
applause. To Saint Cecilla, with its musical
accompaniment ended the program with a
general feeling of hopefulness.
The choir is an auditioned group consisting of 90 members. (The president is
Matt McMahan.) The requirements for
membership are somewhat severe. Regular
attendance is manootory at the rigorous
rehearsals which take place three times a

Photo by REBECCA BONEFIELD
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Kinetic Art by Dave Snider

Draw,

Art Associa
Eight students from Weaver High School
visited this campu recently to help out with
a special project for the JSU art department. The project was a textured banner
which Dr. Emilie Burn carried to the
National Art Education Association's annual conference in Miami March 29 -April 3.
(Dr. Burn is vice president of the
Association and an Alabama delegate to the
national conference.)
'!'he students spent an entire weekend
working on the project. The group of eighthgraders was selected by Mrs. Sue Abbott, a
home economics teacher in Weaver. None of
the students has had any previous art instruction. The students were: Terry White,
Rodney Comer, Glen Murphy, Alan
Easterwood, Carxiy Riley, Tara Willsey,
Amy Williams am Jolene Roberts.
The Weaver students were aided by Gail
D'Acquisto and Jerry Stewart. Both Gail
and Jerry are seniors in Art education and

Pottery by Chris Ensland
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tion Banner
members ot the JSU chapter of the National
Art Education Association. Jerry is
scheduled to graduate in the spring and Gail
in the fall.
According to Gail, March is Youth Art
Month and what better time to gE:t children
involved in an art connected project. The
experience was both beneficial and enjoyable to everyone involved.
The two seniors and Dr. Burn collaborated
on the design for the banner. It measures 3
ft. across, 5 ft. long and depicts the three
sections of Alabama: the Alabama Gulf
Coastline, in blue ornated with cotton waves
and shells; the farming industry, with
cotton and soybeans on an orange
background; and the Smokey Moll'ltains in
the north.
Perched near the center of the banner is
the emblem of the Alabama Art Association,
a boll weevil - made of felt, sequins and pipe
cleaners.

Special thanks to Mr. Lovett for the photo9raphs

ote
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irose poem
The symbol we have assigned to the heart is merely two·
question marks facing each other, close enough to touch.
For in the heart lies the ultimate rivalry - conscience
versus desire. Two variables whose union creates the heart
and whose conflict can break it.

_,

-Lela Michelle

The lady in the shroud
has dark hair
laced with silver strands,
and I Fall into her eyesvacant eyes of black and white,
I drown ·in their absence of color.
Is she; am I; are we ...
a Dorian Grey?

Catch a Falling Star

Ripple mirrors
and crack water's surface
.to flee her reaching stare .
Do I merely fear, or
do I know?

Zooming to the top,
He found the thrill
was in the climb,
And fell to the floor,
Only to find the stairs missing.

-Lela Michelle
-Rob Rosson

Water Vapor
I am water vapor
evaporating slowly, invisibly,
until all that remains
is the memory.

I drift to join the clouds,
for we are of equal densityever changing
in form and direction.
Try and hold me to earth;
I will slip between your fingers,

and tickle your nose
as I glide away.

Feed in a Haystack
Searching for a morsel,
Had been too much for him
So he settled for less,
'
And found himself pleased,
For the first time.

Clipping Fifty
I was late and clipping fifty
over yellow-striped asphalt passing
sable hills
( their lateday
branches
dark in goldsilk skies)

-Lela Michelle
Man Without a Heart

And so he left the stadium,
Forgetting his pride,
And remembered his destiny.
Which at this time escaped him,
So he smoked and drank,
Until he remembered,
And took it out, ·
On a man with a heart,
And robbed him of it.

sun splashing
Strii wberry Crush
and Flamingo Down
up to meet the dusk.
I sliced a U and the shoulder
gravel crunched as i paused . to catch

-Rob Rosson

the colors melt delicious
dripping mellow into night.
even late,
there'd never be another
chance to taste
That
Particular
Sunset
again.

L.L.

. And tomorrow,
you may feel my presence
in the rain.

-Rob Rosson

when Magenta flashed in the rearvi~w
and i turned my head to drink
a thirsty glimpse of the Fireball

/

I carry a thousand dreams
on my wingssilent, sheer and shining.

Enjoyment
This mcment I enjoy
Without plans for tomorrow
I wore my green sweater today and smiled
Bits of cockleburs on the sleeve
Shredded leaves on my shoulder
Wet pants from cold grass
Wind in my hair and sunshjne on my fare
And memories of
Rolling down a hill like a child
Sipping wine and looking out to sea
Laughing so hard I couldn't breathe
Apple pie and ice cream at Grandma's
This moment I enjoy

If I Were Meat
If I were meat- Cold, slick, and dead- You could browse by and
Assess me, weigh me,
Against the other cuts.
You could buy me,
Or just stuff me down
Your jeans and walk
Out, without paying- And once you got me home,
You could pound me
With your mallet, on the formica- Or cut me up to your liking,
Slap me on the grill and
Watch me burn, dripping blood
Into the heat you made
All by yourself.
Then of course you'd wolf me down
And chunk my bones to Fido, and
That would be the end of me,
If I were meat. ..
Keith Gossett

-Sheryl Green
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"Poetry reveals the pleasures and
pains of the soul"
Amy Bliss Mason
Whisper

Wings

You want to
be a-

bird.
So you
jumpout of large
chicken coop airplanes.
You try to be
brave like
an american
eagle,
as I tremble on
the ground
like a chick.
You have wings on
your chestbut·not on your back.
Be carefulcome back to the
nest.

War

You've been
reading
that war novelall night.
Those 350 pages
must bemore wonderful
than I could
hope to be.
Your eyes
charge over
the page
capturing every
word.
I've been

Shadows

Whispers in the darkso clear.
Christen my ears like a
sacred vowyet make promises never
kept in spoken words.
Whisper that you love me,
here - in the darkness- for when the
morning comes- We can only speak of
trivia,
. but the Truth
whispers
in the darkness
of our souls.

The Old Man
I saw the old
man in youyour eyes dull,
movement
slow - shakey.
You touched meyour hand was
cold, numb,
arthritic.
Your breath
had the stench
of day old_
dentures.
Your body
only a
hanger for
wrinkled flesh.
Wasn't it
only
yesterday
that you
played
knights in
shining armor
with the best
of them?

Escape

The auto breaks away along the
back roadsred barns are
smeared blushes.
My hair has
forgotten its set. ·
The radio blocks
out. the faint
protective voice
"come back".
A roadside store
hails us in
for beer, the
cheap, expensive kind.
Mongrel men
on guard, in
their chrome
dozers, growl
like they'd never
seen a woman.
Your laughter
smoothes my
wrinkled trow.
Dust, behind the car,
hovers like a
goodbye kiss.

Oh, horrid shadows
why do you lie
in waiting,
wanting
tears.

Shadowi, of the past,
cast upon the
futuredimming,
condemning.
Shadows as long as tomorrow,
as welcome as black roses,
as frightening as nightmares.
Shadows, not projected by light upon
good things
like trees or
chimneys or
dancing hands on
the wall.
But terrible shadows likestripes of closed
blinds or
-tombstones or
empty swingsShadows not cast by a source
of light at allshadows cast by
sorrow,
by the mind.

shh-ed

waved away
and
out right ignored.
I guess you'll be
dating
a $2.95 paperback
this week

Pertelote
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Going Home: An Essay
By CHRIS SCANTLAND
A red barn came up on my left as I rounded the next curve. I
Familiar wild country enveloped me, as I held the new imagined its shiny tin roof reflected even more heat
blue '76 Chrysler oi:i the winding uphill road. Up ahead and through the windshield, and I looked beyond the glare to the
off to the right, almost hidden by lazy goldenrods, a little little clapboard Church of Highland. My grandmother
white marker indicated the community of Rolling Springs. buried a husband in the side yard of that property ten years
As I turned from the paved highway onto the dirt road, a
back. Dozens of faded blue and yellow and red plastic
twisted stop sign, made almost unintelligible by gunshot, · flowers sat in scattered clusters within the confines of the
welcomed me back to an old dimension. A bend in the road, rocky wall. Just over the hill, if I remembered correctly,
and there was Attie Butler's victorian-style house. The was Noel and May Sublett's old place. I slowed down as I
creeping ivy had overtaken one side of the home since I had topped the upgrade. To see that same old rickety slat fence
been there last, and I remembered the cool night I sat on still stand,ing was surprising. I was sure the weeds were all
her front porch swing while my grandmother and Mrs. that held it up.
Butler, sitting on ladderback chairs nearby, talked about.
I was five years old when we stopped here because the
the strange goings on down at the Charlie Horton place.
river was up, and we couldn't make it across the lridge that
Brilliant orange faded to deep pw-ple across distant led to my grandmother's house. May was sitting out on the
fields . Cows became shadows and then disappeared porch snapping beans when we pulled up in our green and
completely as the porch light grew prominent. I remem- white '59 Chevy. When he heard the dog barking, Noel came
bered how a chilling wind blew over my shoulders when running around to the front yard dressed in tobacco Attie spoke with trailing words, " The body was never found stained overalls. In less than a minute, we were all inside,
out of the heat, sitting around in the front room with the fans
"
I attempted unsuccessfully to adjust the crackling in- going full blast. May briefly disappeared into the kitchen
terference on the radio , but it persisted, and I flipped it off. and returned wit.h dishes of apple pie and homemade

vanilla ice cream while Mother called Nanny to ask her how
to go the other way.
I blinked and drove on; now, only a lonely blackened
chimney and that old fence marked the memory.
I decided to bypass the bridge in the valley and go on over
to Sally's Rock, across the way, down by Dillard Bass' farm
and take the route past my grandmother's birthplace. I left
behind green tobacco fields and started up the incline,
eyeing suspiciously the rocky gullies in the road that always
felt bigger than they looked. At the summit, I stopped the
car. After a brisk walk, I rested at the famous rocky ledge
that juts out over the junction of the Barren River and the
Mouth of Gasper. Here, some eighty years ago, crazy Sally
Beck would stand and call out with a megaphone to the men
several hundred feet below, sitting on the deck of the steam
boats going south. One day, as the noon boat was paddling
through the deep treacherous waters nearby, Sally fell off.
And as the legend goes, a banker from up north who saw the
incident jumped overboard to save her. The strong undercurrents pulled them down into the murky waters, and
the Mouth of Gasper swallowed them up, forever .
In a strange way, I sensed that Sally's spirit rises out of
the river with each morning mist and mixes with the
wildflower smells of the surrounding hills. I walked back
to the car, glad that it was only three o'clock.
·
The road now turned sharply downward, and I weaved
my way with caution. Gradually, the shade grew darker, as
mother's car purred through the hollow. I rolled the window
down and was overwhelmed with a fresh lreeze, heavy with
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honeysuckle, that filled the car. The sides of the road were
crammed with dark green vegetation and thriving moist
moss. A silver stream followed closely beside me, and some
nameless bird sang its lonesome tune from the thick woods
beyond the abundant foliage.
An episode came to mind, related to me by my grandmother that occurred on Halloween night, seventy years
ago. N~ny and her sister, Ora Kelly, planned t? go to an ice
cream supper and moonlight party do~~~ Little ~uddy.
Since their brothers were at Watertown visiting cousins and
couldn't accompany them, their dad refused to grant them
permission to attend. However, a_fter their father_ had
retreated to his room for the evening, Ora Kelly slipped
their Mama's finest comforter from the trunk in the quilting
room, and the sisters crept out to the horse barn, hooked up
their father's best mare Mabel to the buggy, and then rode
off into the dusk, carefully avoiding the route through the
hollow.
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It was late when the party broke up. Duke Thomas and
Muriel Welches offered to escort the blushing girls back
home. Although the boys lived on neighboring farms, their
motive for this proposal was not strictly for this convenience. Without delay, the four snuggled under the
heirloom that spelled out in blocks of reds, blues, and golds
the wedding ring pattern.

I

..

Holding the warm group steadily on the smooth dirt path,
Mabel gradually approached the twisting downward climb
that trespassed the damp bowels of the hollow. As the girls
shrank closer to them in fear, the boys grew all the more
protective and brave_._
Slowiy, the moon disappeared behind the impenetrable
canopy of vines and ivy that hung overhead. Squinting their
eyes with dread, the girls slid down in the padded leather
seat, as the infamous Devil's paw came closer and closer. It
has been said this cave served as a hide-away for Jesse
James and his band of outlaws. Still closer they came to the
black cavity that opened onto the trail till, at last, they
shriveled at its entrance. Without warning, Mable stopped,
pawed the air, whinnied and backed up in repulsion. Hoof
sounds were approaching. As the muffled beat grew louder
and louder, their senses merged, and they could taste their
own heartbeat. They stared as one into the night. And the
shadow grew bolder. The only sound - hoof against hard
ground, and a dark rider passed slowly by. The horseman
never spoke. And his face was never seen.
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Simultaneous screams penetrated the sounds of darkness
like a cold knife. Instantly, Mabel broke into a frenzied
race. Duke pulled hard on the reins, but the spooked mare
responded with overwhelming power. The terror~tricken
group held onto the front bar with a dead man's grasp,
while Mable, paqting wildly, kept her pace for a quarter
mile. Nanny said that was the Devil who appeared that
night, as punishment for their disobedience ... I paused
under the rocky overhang, ignored th~ ripped mattress,
looked into the cave, and then drove on.
~

Moving away from the cool recesses, I welcomed the
flaming sun. From here, I could see the grassy knoll where
the old homestead otice stood The large two-story white
country home had accommodated eleven children. The
upstairs was divided into two sections with separate winding stairways on each end of the house. One side was for
the boys, the other for the girls. An elaborately carved
veranda made the only connection between the divisions.
Now, in its stead, a long dirty pink double trailer with a
fifty-foot t.v. antenna, a multidirectional jutting disgrace,
inhabited the land of my ancestors. At the foot of the hill,
one of the bunk houses for the workers was still standing,
desolate.
I passed the now barren meadow where by greatgranddaddy's orchard had once extended from the road "as
far as the eye could see." Nanny said her dad planted every
variety of fruit tree that could be grown in Kentucky·: apple,
peach, pear, apricot, plum, cherry, and damsel; he even
had a sizeable vineyard with both white and purple grapes.
In those days, no blight ravaged the trees as it does today.
With a waving motion, I reached over and smashed a pesty
fly into the window and reswned my journey.
.

.

.

For half a mile, a red dust cloud followed me; then the
road was graveled from there on. My eyes focused on two
long rows of towering oaks coming up on the right. I pulled
off by a ditch, turned off the motor, and stared at the land-
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mark! secluded in a welcoming shady plush den. Here, at
the Will Thomas place, the annual community homecoming
used to be held. I didn't have to strain to see the eight long
tables on wheels, lined up end to end, stretching from the
columned porch toward the road in invitation.

"Howdy do, Miss Alma. It's so good to see you. I just
wanted to get over here and stand next to that peach cobtier of yours before anybody else does," he said winking.
"Well, I hope you like it, Earl. How's Tulle and Laura
Jean?" my grandmother asked thoughtfully.

They were spread with white and yellow tablecloths:
Every now and then, currents of warm air playfully tempted their liberation from the heavy burden of pots and
covered dishes packed with steaming delights. Like gadflies to a horse's tail, people from all over were drawn here.
Multicolored cars and pick-ups, strewn across the
surrounding fields, emptied folks and· food all morning, as
old time songs and gospel music flowed gaily from the
electric banjo, fiddle, and harmonica of Will Thomas, Fred
Newton, and Seth Carnifix.

"Well, Miss Alma~ Tulle said to tell you she's so sorry she
couldn't be here to see you, but she's tendin' after Laura
Jean who's down sick in the bed with the flu." With a
serious look, Nanny started to reply, but Earl continued.
"David called home last Tuesday."

Pausing several times to talk with old friends and neighbors, my grandmother in a blue and pink flowered soft
pastel with a big white patent leather purse hanging from
her arm gradually made her way over to the dessert table
and with a smile, pushed Maude Chapman's black for~t
cake to the middle and set her specialty, deep-dish peach
cobbler, in the newly created vacancy.
As soon as he spotted her, Earl Manning dodged his way

politely through the crowds over to my grandmother.

"And how is he and Ima doing?" Nanny asked.
"Well, Miss Alma," he started slowly, "They're livin' in
Glascow now; have two chillen', three dogs and a cat. 'Bout
to drive Ima right back to Hop-town. She's still havin' them
spells, yu know, and last week they thought the oldest boy,
Buck - he's growin' like a weed, Miss Alma, - they
thought he had came down with the mumps, and Ima took
him to City Hospital, and the doctor said it was just a bad
case of poison oak."
" Well, I hope ... ," Nanny started.

.

(See ESSAY, Back Cover)

13

Photo by DARRELL GREEN

Lifesabitch, And Then You Die
By WHIT BRANTLY III

A du~lex apartment somewhere in Manhattan. George
enters ma tattered robe, hair tussled. Norman enters from
door, neatly dressed. He has been up a while. It is a cool day
on an early August morning.
NORMAN: Finally decided to get up?
. GEORGE: ; am not up yet. My body is, my brain is on the
pillow. Where ve you been? It's seven in the morning.
NORMAN: I went to the train station picked up a ticket
ONE WAY!
'
.
GEORGE: Where do you think you are going?
NORMAN: I don't think, George. I'm just leaving
(double take).
GEORGE: Where?
NORMAN: None of your business. Want some coffee?
GEORGE: Home, huh?
NORMAN: You hit it right on the nose. You're lazy
Ge_orge. You're the laziest person I know. The rent's not
paid and the play isn't finished.
GEORGE: I paid the rent yesterday.
NORMAN: You ripped off my Monopoly board. That's
$400 you owe me now: The landlord's gonna have your
rump, but I'm not gonna be here to see it.
. GEORGE: You'll be back tomorrow. Father won't have
it.
'NORMAN: What'dya mean "Father won't have it"?
GEORGE: He hates you, George. You're thirty years old
and you haven't a~complished a single thing in your life.
NORMAN: Neither have you dum-dum.
GEORGE: I try at least.
NORMAN: Right. Sure. How long have you been working
on that stupid play?
GEORGE: (proudly) Four months!
NORMAN: And out of that four months you have typed
twopages! Twopages! ForGod'ssake,George.
GEORGE: When do you leave?
NORMAN: Three o'clock this afterooon. ·
GEORGE: Wanta lift?
·
~OR~: NO! Not this time brother. I've wasted
~ty-flve _dollars on train tickets because everytime you
give me a lift you talk me into coming back.
GEORGE: I do not.
•
NORMAN: Liar! I can take care of myself. I've done it
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for thirty years - GEORGE: Hahl You're wrong there, Norman. Father
and mother raised you until you were twenty-nine. The only
reason you moved in with me was father started charging
you rent on your room!
NORMAN: So it took me awhile. Big deal.
GEORGE: You can't go!
NORMAN: Life's a bitch, isn't it George. (An idea
sparks)
GEORGE: (loudly) That's it! That's it!
NORMAN: What?
GEORGE: Thetitleformyplay. "Life's a Bitch"!
NORMAN: Life's a bitch?
GEORGE: Well, sure! Isn't it? life's a bitch! Look
aromid, Norman. Look at the world. At yourself! Times are
tough. People can't get jobs, so they commit crimes. It's a
cruel, hard life out there. It's a bitch. (smiles)
NORMAN: You've flipped. I think you really did leave
your brain on that pillow.
GEORGE: And so had half the world, Norman! That's it.
I just needed a ll1eme. I'm gonna be rollin' in the money,
Norman.
NORMAN: Waita minute. I gave you that idea. I get half
the profits for the idea.
GEORGE: Nope. My play - my money.
NORMAN: If rou don't give me what's rightfully mine,
dum-dum, I'm gonna sock you.
GEORGE: I'll think about it.
NORMAN: Fair enough ...well?
GEORGE: Okay. But only if you stay here and help me.
NORMAN: Great.
GEORGE: Sit down at the typewriter.
NORMAN: How come I'm always the one to type? I'll get
arthritis if you're not careful.
·
GEORGE: You're the only one who can type.
NORMAN: Oh.
GEORGE: Ready? (Norman nods) Here we go.
Spencer, the lead character, has just left the bar and is now
at home overcome by the evils of alcohol. As he gets into
bed, the doorbell rings.
NORMAN: Who is it?
GEORGE: Frankie Dunne.
NORMAN: The criminal next-ooor neighbor who has

sixteen bodies stuffed in the bathtub?
GEORGE: Okay.
NORMAN: Wow! Wheredoeshetakeashower?
GEORGE: Crooks don't take showers. So Spence asks
who it is. . .
NORMAN: Coca-Cola man?!
GEORGE: Okay. So he opens the door ...slowly at first...then fast! (Burt is in .doorway, throws groceries on
George's head.)
BURT: Aaargh!!
GEORGE: Orchh!!
NORMAN: George!
GEORGE: (to Burt) You stupid fool! What'dya do that
for?
BURT: You scared me!
GEORGE: (to Norman) Wait! Sit! (pause) This is
great! Realism! Spence takes the criminal by the neck and
throws him to the floor. Hah !
BURT: (fallen) Hey, that hurts!
GEORGE: With the criminal on the floor, Spence beans
him one with a milk carton! (hits Burt, who is dazed)
BURT: That wasn't really pleasant 'George.
GEORGE: Darn. That can't work. People don't get
knocked out with milk cartons. What about a coke bottle?
NORMAN: Yeah!
BURT: NO! I've had enough of this! I get it from Kitty's
mother everyday.
NORMAN: Beatrice?
BURT: I guess that's her name! It's hard to tell with a
big, green, hairy-rumped monster.
GEORGE: Take a break Norman. Pick up the groceries,
Burt, wanna drink?
BURT: Anything with 8000 proof?
GEORGE: Just ginger-ale.
BURT: That'll do.
NORMAN: Pretty depressed, huh?
BURT: Got any aspirin?
GEORGE: Sure, I'll get it.
NORMAN: Beatrice hitting at you again?
BURT: No, this time she insulted me. I swear, if she
wasn't Kitty's mother ...
NORMAN: That bad huh?
BURT: I told her to pack her cage and get out. I told her
if she didn't go, I'd hang myself on the shower stall.
NORMAN: What happened?
BURT: She gave me her damned scarf!
GEORGE: Here's the aspirin.
BURT: Thanks, got any pot?
GEORGE: Sorry.
BURT: Qualudes?
NORMAN: Just relax. You'll get over it. (Burt walks to
window)
BURT: How many floors up are you?
GEORGE: Ten stories.
BURT: Got a blindfold?
GEORGE: Why?
BURT: Iwouldjwnp, butl'mscaredofheights.
NORMAN: Sit down and finish your ginger-ale and
aspirin.
BURT: Is there a bruise on the back of my neck?
NORMAN: No.
BURT: Really, I thought there'd be one by now. She only
hit me with a damn frozen steak.
NORMAN: I thought you said she didn't hit you.
BURT: That was after she insulted me. I told her she was
bigfoot's grandmother. I told her I was sick of her shedding
hair all over the sofa.
GEORGE: That wasn't very smart, Burt.
BURT: It felt great when I said it though. Don't think I
can't see what's coming though - Burt Bailey killed by
raging, hairy-rumped bigfoot, reported to be his mother-inlaw. There is no funeral due to the fact he was on her foot
when she-jumped out of his eleventh story window. (Knock
on door) Dear lord, hide me!
KITTY: Open this door Burt Bailey. I know you're in
there.
BURT: Mother of Jesus, it's my wife. You've got to hide
me. (door opens)
KITTY: So there you are. Why didn't you tell me where
you were going?
BURT: Your mother would've picked up the scent.
KITTY: Don't say that!
BURT: Kitty, how long have we been married? Two or
three years?
·
KITTY: Seven!
BURT: Sorry, time stops when your mother is aromid.
She's out lived the dinosaur. The entire ice-age. She's a
Jrofessional bigfoot out-liver. She sits on people for sport.
KITTY: Burt Bailey, you stop it! I know she's hard to
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live with, but a bigfoot?
BURT: Sorry.
NORMAN: He's a little shook Kitty. Your mother insulted him and hit him with a frozen steak.
KITTY: You shouldn't have provoked her, dear.
BURT: Provoke her? All I did was call her an ape!
NORMAN: Kitty, I think you and Burt should sit down for
a while and talk things out.
GEORGE: Norman we have to work on the play.
NORMAN: The play's the reason for all this. It can wait.
BURT: Thanks. Why spend my last hours up there. I'll be
sacrificed at dawn anyway.
BEATRICE: ( horrifying music) Kiittty ! Are you there?
BURT: RlDl for your lives. It's ...BIGFOOf (everyone
smells an odor)
BEATRICE: Kitty, Burt, I want to see both of you.
KITTY: Mother, please.
BURT: Really, Mrs. Carter. Get over it.
NORMAN: Maybe it would be best.
GEORGE: Yes, why as a matter of fact, my brother and
I were just ...
BEATRICE: Don't mess with me boys!
NORMAN: I've heard that somewhere before George.
BEATRICE: Kitty, bring me my purse, dammit.
KITTY: It's upstairs?
BEATRICE: Exactly.
BURT: No, Kitty you stay. Talk to Cheetah, I'm leaving.

SCENE:
NORMAN, BURT, KITTY,
BEATRICE

GEORGE,

BEATRICE: Is he out there?
KITTY: I'm not sure. I can't really tell. ( quits looking)
BEATRICE: Too bad. Look on the bright side, even if he
doesn't jump you'll get most everything anyway after the
divorce.
KITTY: Divorce!
BEATRICE: That's right, divorce.
KITTY: What divorce? I wasn't planning on getting a
divorce .. .! mean I never seriously thought about a div...
BEATRICE: Well start thinking.
KITTY: But, but.
BEATRICE: But nothing. Listen little girl. You're gonna
have to face the facts. Even if the nerd doesn't kill himself,
the marriage is dead. It's been dead for a long time. That's
what I've been trying to t~ll you.
KITTY: Ya know it seems you've always been trying to
tell me something. As.far back as I can remember you've
been telling me.
BEATRICE: What are you getting at? Sure I told you
how to do things. After all I am your mother.
KITTY: That's not what I mean.
BEATRICE: Then what do you mean?
KITTY: Do you remember Sam Waters?
BEATRICE: Who?
KITTY: Sam Waters. I think you called him the longhaired hippy freak.
BEATRICE: Yea, so what has he got to do with
anything?
KITTY: Everything ... you see ... oh what's the use. You
don't listen anyway.
BEATRICE: You don't make sense girl. First you're
bitchin' about Burt and now you won't talk because I won't
listen about Sam Waters. Make up your mind.
KITTY: I would if you would let me! That's the whole
point. When I was dating Sam all you ever did was complain
about his long hair. You didn't care about how we felt about
each other. You said he was no good and before long you
had me believing· it.
BEATRICE: Well he was no good. He's probably in jail
right now.
KITTY: Last week I heard he was a junior executive with

NORMAN: Now, whydon'tweallcalmdown. Geez, keep
a level head on would ya!
BURT: I'll be calm. I'll calm myself right out the door
( crosses to the door)
GEORGE: Then what do you plan on doing?
IBM.
BEATRICE: You could jump out a window or something.
BEATRICE: Heaven help IBM.
KITTY: Mother!
KITTY: You never stop do you?
BURT: Well, I -just might. (Exits)
BEATRICE: Stop what?
BEATRICE: Good ri<kiance.
KITTY: Stop what? (very sarcastically) now that's
KITTY: Put a lid on it mother.
original. Stop what ( again sarcastic). That ranks right up
BEATRICE: Why should you care.
there with heaven help IBM. My mother the self-righteous,
KITTY: Well, he is still my husband.
indignant saint of 31st Street, poet laureate of New York,
BEATRICE: That's your own fault. Besides, maybe he
will jump out a window and solve all our problems.
KITTY: (to Norman) You don't think he would really
jump or anything - do you?
NORMAN: Who Burt? Jump out a window, ha! You
should know him better than that. Why, he's not one to take
chances. Well that's when he is calm, and besides just a
while back he was telling us how he was afraid of heights.
GEORGE: Yea, I remember him saying, "Ya know if I
was to ever want to jump.out a window, I'd have to shut my
eyes because I'm afraid of heights."
BEA TRICE: I'd be willing to get him a blindfold.
KITTY: Ohhhh !, he might actually jump.
NORMAN: Now calm down, no need to get frantic.
George and I will go up and talk to him. I'm sure we can
calm him down. Right George?
GEORGE: I don't know, he seemed pretty determined.
NORMAN: George!
GEORGE: Like he said, nothing to worry about. (Exit
Norman and George) (as they exit)
BEATRICE: Take your time.
KITTY: Well I hope you're happy. After all this is all
your fault.
BEATRICE: All my fault? Honey nothing would please
me more than if he jumped on my account, but I'm afraid I
just can't take the credit for this one.
KITTY: You're not saying it's my fault are you?
BEATRICE: If the shoe fits???
KITTY: Why I, !...never!
BEATRICE: Like hell you never. (pause)
KITTY: Why I love Burt! At least I did. I don't know
what happened to our relationship. We used to have such a
wonderful time together. Sure we had our arguments but
something changed. I don't know what.
'
BEATRICE: You probably just came to your senses .. You
woke up one morning and realized you were married to a no•
good jackass, but don't worry about it. He's probably out on
the terrace l~ge right now getting ready to jump.
KITTY: Don't say that. (Crosses to terrace and looks

first rank sage for mankind. Well you know what I think. I
think you're a first rank jealous bitch!
BEATRICE: Jealous bitch! Jealousofwho, of what?
KITTY: Of anyone who's happier than you are.
BEATRICE: That's the most absurd thing I've ever
heard. Who died and made you judge of the world.
KITTY: Nobody. I just suddenly realized that ever since
dad died ...
BEATRICE: Don't you talk bad about your father. Rest
his soul.
KITTY: He's lucky he's dead. At least he doesn't have to
put up with your ...
BEATRICE: Stop that right now!
KITTY: I won't! Ever since he died you've done nothing
but try to control other people's lives, to make them
miserable, like you made him miserable.
BEATI.tICE: But I loved your father.
KITTY: Maybe ... in your own way, but now he's dead.
Yes, we loved him, the epitomy of mankind; but he's dead.
Life's a bitch and then you die.
BEATRICE: Get control of yourself Kitty. You don't
know what you're saying.
KITTY: I know exactly what I'm saying! You know what
else I've realized? Burt and my problems started just after
you moved in. You're the cause of all the fights, all the ...
BEATRICE: I don't have to take this ( She tries to leave)
KITTY: Oh yes, you do ( Pushes her and she falls off the
terrace)
BEATRICE: Ahhhhh ! ! ! !
KITTY: (frantic) Oh my God, she fell! I pushed her. I
didn't mean to. (Looks over the edge) Sorry mother. Now
I've done it. They'll find her and put me in prison and throw
away the key. Burt will divorce me and, and, and ... What
· have I got to live for. ( Crawls onto terrace ledge) Maybe I
shoulq leave a note. No, no time for that. ( Door opens, enter
Burt)
BURT: Kitty, Norman and George were ...what are you
doing on that ledge? trying to get a good view of me falling!
KITTY: I was going to jump.
BURT: You were going to jump? Why? And where is
bigfoot, excuse me I mean your mother?
KITTY: She fell off the ledge.
BURT: She what? You're not just saying that to make
me feel good are you?
KITTY: No. I pushed her and now I'm going to jump.
BURT: Don't.
KITTY: Why not?
(See PLAY, Back Cover)
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Essay
aid that covered one whole ear completely. Squinting
Earl interrupted, "Give him a bottle of Porter's
desperately behind thick-lensed, black frame glasses that
Liniment, and they believe that's gunna do the trick. Ima
turned up at the corners, she walked right past Mother
said to tell you she loves you, Miss Ahna, and for me to give
without speaking.
you a big hug. I was gunna hug my sweetheart anyway," he
Poised and trim in a white peasant blouse and bright red
smiled. Earl smothered my grandmother with a hearty .
skirt, Mother looked like a model out of Vogue. In the gentle
embrace and walked away.
treeze, her· long wavy blond hair caressed her iMocent
Noon arrived, and with a resonant, comforting voice, Mr.
face. After requesting their favorite song, Dad returned to
1 Ul Thomas returned thanks. Afterwards, the lines rapidly
formed on both sides of the tables, and kinfolk and neigh- her side.
Back at the porch, tapping with one foot, never losing
bors alike started loading their plates and carrying their
hoardings back to the folding chairs, lawn chairs and car time, Seth reached over and turned up the bass for Will, as
he blew into his french harp the harmony for "You Are My
tmnpers.
Sunshine."
The music from the porch mellowed down from "There's
Dad hugged on mother, as he whispered, "I will always
a Trick in Pickin' a Chick, Chick, Chicken" to a sacred
love you."
medley composed of "Tell Mother I'll Be There~• "Picture
from Life's Other Side," "This World is not My Home," and
"Mansion over the Hilltop."
Just a few feet from the band, sitting on the porch swing
in her white ruffled dress, Michelle Sublett, golden curls
BURT: Because I love you and now that she's gone, bless
resting on her shoulders, asked the boy in navy pants, white
her soul, we can rest in peace.
button-down shirt and bow tie sitting next to her to close his
KITTY: You still love me? .
eyes. Michelle giggled hysterically, as she poured a bottle
BURT: Yes!
of R. C. cola on his head. Her mother, slicing cake at the
KITTY: Then I won't jump (She slips and falls but hangs
table, had just happened to look up at that precise moment
on) HELP!
and was staring in horror. The soaked -boy dumped his
BURT: Kitty! Hang on I'll save youuu! (She pulls him_
chocolate cake in Michelle's lap, as Bernice was running up
over the edge and they both fall)
the porch steps. Grabbing Michelle by the arm, Bernice
dragged the brat into the house. And many people thought
ENTER NORMAN AND GEORGE
they heard a child screaming above "My Wild Irish Rose ."
NORMAN: Hello? Anyone here?
Mother's best girlfriend since high school, however,
GEORGE: Not unless they're hiding under the couch.
didn't hear anything. Geneva Freeman was not even out of
NORMAN: Very fuMy . I guess they made up and went
her twE!nties, and she was already wearing a bulky hearing
out for breakfast.

A horn honked behind me. Dazed, I glanced up into the
rearview mirror, as a long bed pick-up truck swerved
nervously around the car, creating a fresh wave of chalky
dust in the air. As I watched the fine powder settle on the
hood and windshield, that song played in my head:
·
You are my sunshine, my only sunshine.
You make me happy, when skies are grey.
You'll never know dear how much I love you.
Please don't take my sunshine away.
I'll always love you and make you happy,
If you will only stay the same.
If you will only stay the same ...
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GEORGE: Went to breakfast with Kitty and his motherin-law. Maybe we should give up writing and take up
marriage counseling.
NORMAN: Maybe we should.
GEORGE: Hold it. I was just kidding. We better get back
to writing while we're on a hot streak.
NORMAN: Have you thought of how to end the play?
GEORGE: I don't know? I haven't given it much
thought.
NORMAN : (Looking at window) Maybe they could all
fall out a window or something.
GEORGE: Be for real. Things like that don't happen in
real life.
CURTAIN
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